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In a high rise apartment the sound of a barking dog rings out from a locked closet. “My god that dog has been barking now for eight hours, you would think that they would at least make an attempt to shut it up.” Mrs. Roth nagged at her husband “Mind your own business,” Mr. Roth snapped back at her. “This is the first time I’ve ever heard him bark this much.” “I don’t care,” Mrs. Roth snapped back. “I’m calling the front desk. These apartments are supposed to be quiet and only a little barking. We paid too much to have to listen to that for so long.”

Mrs. Roth went towards the kitchen to get the phone. Mr. Roth shook his head, “always the busy body and complaining.” He thought to himself stomping back into the room. She stated, “I told them how long that damn dog has been barking for, they said they’ll come right up and get them to stop, and they will give them a warning so if it happens again they will have to leave.” “Why do you always have to cause trouble?” Mister Roth continued, “You’re going to get us kicked out with all that complaining.” After about an hour the Roth’s heard a knock on the door “Great,” Mr. Roth said, “now we have to deal with this, I bet it's the front desk and they will be giving us a hard time.”

Opening the door Mr. Roth was shocked to see not only the front desk man but also two police detectives. “Can I help you,” Mister Roth asked? “Mr. Roth this is detective prince , he needs to ask you and Mrs. Roth a few questions.” “I told you didn’t I? That you were going to get us in trouble. Didn’t I Ms. busy body” Mr. Roth snapped at his wife! “Sir,” Detective Prince interrupted, “You are not in any trouble we just need to know what you heard and saw. We are told that you heard the dog barking for eight hours is that correct?” “Yes,” Mrs. Roth jumped in. “It had been eight hours then I called the front desk” feeling proud of herself Mrs. Roth continued, “I heard the dog starting to bark around three PM and it hadn’t stopped until right before you came here to our door. I’m sure you can understand since I called the front desk at eleven PM and it was still barking, until you came to the door that is.”

“Yes ma’am,” the detective said’ “it appears the dog was locked inside a closet. Did you hear anything else between three and eleven before you called the front desk?” “Well let me think,” Mrs. Roth paused for a minute, “before that, mind you I’m not one to be nosy, I heard “no, I’m afraid of dogs can we put him in some room or closet while we talk.” What did the voice sound like male or female,” The detective asked? “I’m not sure. It was a muffled voice, so I couldn’t really tell sorry, Mrs Roth stated. “You know that dog is always quiet so you can see why I called.” “Of course, ma’am” the detective replied. “If we have any other questions or if you remember anything else let me know,” handing her his card the detective left. 

“What was that all about,” Mrs. Roth Asked? Not hearing an answer, she turned to see her husband staring down to the street. “I guess we can clearly say neither the dog or the Deals’ will be making anymore noise from now on,” Mr. Roth stated pointing to the police cars, animal control, and ambulance below. “Oh my God,” Mrs. Roth’s voice trembled, “They Were dead right next door! Why didn’t they tell us that? We should be warned that there’s a killer roaming around!” “First of all,” her husband snapped, “you don’t Know if they’re dead or just hurt! You always jump to conclusions, without any information!” Stomping off he said, “I don’t want to hear anything else from you on the subject,” Slamming the door to the bedroom Behind him! 

Mrs. Roth huffed as she went into the kitchen, “Well you can just go to sleep. I’m having a cup of tea first,” she stated to the closed door. Mr. Roth was awakened by a knock on the bedroom door. Looking at the clock on the nightstand it was three am, “If you’re expecting me to get up to let you in you’re mistaken. You know it’s not locked. I’m not playing open the door so, we can make up.” Hearing the knock again only louder, Mr. Roth annoyed got out of bed as he started to open the door saying, “I said I’m not...” His words stuck in his throat as he saw Mrs. Roth hanging in front of the door, swinging back and forth. Her body pale white as the blood still dripped from her throat. “Oh my god,” Mr. Roth screamed as he grabbed his wife to stop her from swinging! Mr. Roth never said anything else as he felt something sharp plunge into his side. Turning his head slightly the last thing he saw was a large knife slashing his throat.

Detective Prince sat at his desk looking across at his partner detective Breo, “you know what I don’t understand? How Mrs. Roth heard that dog for eight hours barking but never heard anything else, other than someone said they were afraid of dogs,” continuing Prince said, “it’s been three days now, no way of telling who did it. Only the bloody crime scene.” Detective Breo looked at Prince, “I think we should have another talk with the Roth’s I’m sure Mrs. Roth will have something to add.” “I’m sure you’re right if not she’ll probably make something up,” Prince stated as he stood up.

Knocking on the Roth’s door for the third time detective Prince called the front desk to come open the door for them. Upon opening the front door of the Roth's apartment the smell of decaying bodies was overwhelming. Detective Breo immediately called for additional back up to go over the scene. The man from the front desk stammered, “oh my god two murders! Now we’ll never get the smell out! Let alone get them rented again,” as he ran to the elevator, “I’ll have to call management they’ll know what to do.” Prince yelled at him, “no one is touching these scenes until we clear them you heartless bastard! Breo go down with him, I want a list of everyone in this high rise, as well as any type of surveillance footage they have. I can’t believe no one saw anything.”

After several hours detective Prince and Breo met with the medical examiner and crime lab. At the table with the detectives were the chief medical examiner Dr. Colloum, crime lab technicians. Amelia, and Sani were both well seasoned veterans. Detective Prince began the session, “okay I know you’ve had three days to examine both the Deals’ and the dog, and only a few hours for the Roth’s. What so far do we have, as well as what is, or isn’t similar? Do we have a serial killer or just a coincidence, or worse a copy cat. Then we’ll have multiple suspects to look for?”

Dr. Colloum started, “I can definitely tell you both had the same type of wounds, as well as the same weapon was used. Both women were killed first. One quick slashing across the throat. Instantly, the two of them were dead before they even new they were cut. The men however were not so lucky. Their first stab was to the side,” stopping for a moment Dr. Colloun took a sip of water to clear his throat, “they were then slashed across the throat unfortunately it was not an instant kill. They Were then hung like their wives were, but they were left there to bleed to death. They didn’t have the ability to make a sound to get help, the killer severed their vocal cords. This Is unlike anything I have ever seen before. The killer is kind enough to kill the wife immediately, but viscous enough to let the husband die slowly. Knowing they have no hope to be saved, all the while making sure they don’t harm the pets.”

“Pets,” Prince shouted, “What do you mean pets? We only saw one dog!” “Hold on detective,” the chief medical examiner calmly said, “Yes there was only one dog. However you didn’t enter the Roth’s apartment, you called us first so not to contaminate the crime scene. When we were going through the apartment we found a pair of golden finches. They were just fine as a matter of fact, it looks like the killer made sure they had food and water for at least a week. Like I said unlike anything I’ve ever seen.”

“So You can definitely say they were all killed with the same weapon, and used by the same person, correct,” Prince asked? “Yes definitely. Whether they were alone when they did it, that I can’t say,” Colloum announced. “Okay,” Prince turned to the crime scene technicians, “What can you tell me?” The senior tech Emelcia started, “well, we have had more time to go over the Deal’s, so I’ll start with them, as you have heard from Dr. Colloum how they died. Our job is to help you find out who, and why if possible. As for the who, from the work up they are right handed about 6’ to 6’ 2”, based on the stabs and the way they were hung, male, or female can’t say. Definitely in good shape to lift and hang both couples, probably muscular, and can lift at least two hundred pounds by themselves.” “Any fingerprints, shoe prints, hair particulates, anything,” Prince said in frustration? “No,” Emelcia stated, “it’s like they knew how not to be caught. No traces of anything to leave a trail or hint.”

Sani, the second technician spoke, “I wish I had better news for you detective, but here goes all the stats for the Roth’s are the same. The only thing I have that is different is the fact that the bird cage had been cleaned before the killer left. At first, I didn’t think anything of it, but then I realized he didn’t take the same care with the dog.”

“What do you mean,” detective Breo asked? “Well, the birds, the killer made sure they had a clean cage, and a week’s worth of food. Yet the dog was locked in the closet for eight hours with nothing. No food, water, or area for it to rest, or go to the bathroom. So the only conclusion that fits is whoever they are, they really are afraid of dogs. Not sure if it helps any, but it’s the only clue we have.” “Well,” Breo agreed, “At least it’s a clue so if we have a suspect we’ll just introduce them to the police mascot, see if they freak?” “I think we’ll need a little more evidence than that, but it will help,” Prince looked around the table, “Keep digging we need some other form of evidence then, I’m afraid of dogs” “Look on the bright side,” Dr Colloum said, “at least that narrows the field to only half of the people in the world give, or take a few hundred thousand.” “I’ll keep that in mind doc,” Prince, and Breo left the room, as the door closed behind them they could hear the doc, and two techs discussing further ways to find any evidence.

Both detectives headed to the surveillance section of the station to see what they had discovered from the high rise tapes. Prince introduced his partner to the two tape junkies, as he liked to call them, “Breo this is Zeek and Link the best in the field. Tell me you found something on these tapes.” “Let’s get the simple stuff out of the way,” Zeek, rolled his chair to the table where everyone else was waiting. “We have matched the residents to the tapes. There we’re twenty residents in total, mostly older ones on the left side minus your two couples so I guess now sixteen residents. There were a fewer younger mind you thirties to forty I’d say. All of the thirty to forty went through their routine, and once in for the night stayed in. So that leaves only six on the old couples side. All of them of course settled in around three PM from the Roth’s place not however the Deals’ they went into their apartment about one PM. No sound so I can’t tell when the dog started barking.” 

“Not a problem,” Prince injected, “I need faces not voices.” Zeek continued, “Well they went in apparently about three PM Mr. Deals’ opened the door. “See,” Zeek showed the tape? “But there’s no one there,” Breo stated. “Exactly,” Zeek smirked, “But here’s the real trick. This
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